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my aunt played, I sang "Rule, Britannia!" Our English
guests applauded.
There were a number of servants in The Cloisters,
Most of them had been with our family for years. They
had a sense of loyalty now seldom found in this world.
They were poor but could be trusted. They had what we
call iman. Iman was more than righteousness. "Honor"'
expressed its meaning better.
Two turbaned, gold-braided doormen sat all day
under the porch in front of the house. They wore long,
cumbersome, pleated gowns. The brass buckles on their
belts bore the crown and the crest of the raj. The door-
men were very proud of their dress for, though uncom-
fortable, the turban, the gold braid and the flowing
gown were symbols of the government whose humble
servants they were. Much of the prestige of British rule
was reflected in the turbans and the braided gold. These
doormen were the retinue of high government officials.
The head of the house was my grandfather. His first
name was Jehangir. It was a Persian name. By blood we
were the real Persians, descended from those who fled
from their native land after the Arab invasion. Conver-
sion to Islam was a pan of the Arab terms to which my
ancestors would not subscribe. So they took the sacred
fire and fled. The ships in which they sailed one day
sighted India and my ancestors made it their new home.
Here we came twelve hundred years ago and here we
have stayed. We call ourselves Parsis, for we are the
original natives of Pars. Therefore by race, if race be
the criterion, we were established as Aryans long before
the English, the Scandinavian and the Germans and
many centuries before the Pilgrim Fathers arrived on the
Mayflower with a Social Register tucked under their
arms.